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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Once more, thank you to MWaters. Without her I\'d probably be back writing technical support articles as 


opposed to being even vaguely creative. 


You say that Im selfish 
But | know you need this 


‘The Tempest - Pendulum 


All things considered, it wasn't a bad place to live. Basic, but comfortable, he assumed it once belonged to the 
moonshiners who had populated the area before being run out. Hidden away by the trees of the area, the 
small house consisted of nothing more than a small kitchen-cum-dining room, an even smaller bathroom and a 


bedroom that held nothing more than a bed and a single chest of drawers. 


Sitting out on the veranda, David watched the clouds rolling above the green treetops. They'd changed from 


the normally white clouds to darker, more menacing ones. Rain was on its way and if Dave didn't return soon, 


he'd be spending the night out here. Not that he minded. The rain would give him a break from the insistent 
heat of the stuffy building and it would be nice to spend it outdoors, something he hadn't done for a long time. 


Not since he'd been lured to the small, hidden house. 


Standing, he listened as the chains rattled behind him, arms pulled uncomfortably behind him. The choke chain 
that ran from his throat, began to pull taut, telling him that he was getting to the edge of his boundary. Days 
had turned into nights, and the nights had turned into weeks. No matter how hard he'd tried, David couldn't 
work out how long he'd been kept here, a prisoner and slave. Still the vicious redhead was scared that he'd run, 
hence the chains that kept him shackled to the to the wooden building. But there was no will there any more, 
the will to run and fight had been beaten out of him through court cases and sheer spite on the other's part. 
Yet still, deep down, he believed that there had to be good in Dave. Hell, for nearly twenty years, he'd seen 
brief glimpses of it, of kindness and love that were never shown to another human being. But they had been 
transferred to the red-head's family, David a closely guarded secret that they knew nothing about. Leaning 
against the railings of the small veranda, David watched as the first droplet of rain caught a leaf, hanging and 
dropping to the parched earth below. If they knew what had gone on behind closed doors, the secrets and lies, 
and now what happened high above their house, there would have been uproar. But, as always, Dave had had 
to save face, had had to have his cake and eat it. Because that was how it had been kept hidden, their dirty 
little secret. Get married, have children, buy a big house and hide the fact that somewhere, out there, was 


the man Dave had always jokingly called his "fuck toy". 


Sighing, the brunette rolled his head against the chain, listening as vertebrae clicked back into place. Many a 
time, when he was allowed the small pleasure of being allowed to take air, he'd considered just running, pulling 
against the chain and letting it snap his neck, letting it end it all for him. But Dave had thought of it all, knowing 
that that particularly macabre thought would pass through David's mind and had shortened the chain that 
dangled between his wrists. There was enough slack in the choke chain to stop him from doing just that, yet it 
pulled tight enough to warn him that stepping any further and it would begin to hurt. Even in imprisonment 


there was no release. 


The rain began to fall harder and faster, reverberating off the thickset trees and rattling off the shingled roof 
above him. Placing himself back on the battered swing seat, David pulled one leg up, the other pushing himself 
back and forth as he resigned himself to a night outside. He was far past caring though, relaxing back to 

watch nature take her toll on the dried out land around him. For the past weeks, he'd watched as the little plot 
of land had dried, plants withering in the unshakeable heat. Like him, they'd given up any hope yet tonight they 
would have a second chance. A sad smile pulled at David's lips; he wouldn't. He'd resigned himself to the fact 
that he would live out the rest of eternity in this ramshackle house, locked behind barred windows and a 
heavy door by night and left chained like a dog to the veranda during the day. His own family believed he was 
dead, at least that's what an emotionless Dave had told him. 


‘I called them," hed said "Told them you were in a car wreck on your way here. Your car was pushed into a 


ravine. It exploded on impact. Nothing left except the charred remains of your car. No sign of your body." 


Through the trees, David watched as the wheels of an off road vehicle climbed over the little used dirt path. 


It passed by the house, the driver unaware that the building was there. Unless they were looking of course. 


His heart rose for a moment, a sudden hope replacing the dire despair that he'd come to live with. But the 
hope died a moment later when the black SUV rounded the trees and stopped before him. Shrinking back into 
the gently swaying seat, David watched as the devil emerged from his chariot, one hand holding a small lunch 
pail, while the other held back flame-coloured hair that had seen more than a quick trim from a stylist in 
recent years. The wooden steps creaked beneath the booted feet, the metal pail making a hollow noise as it 
was put down. He dared not look up as hands reached behind him, undoing the heavy chains before pulling him 
to his feet and directing him inside. 


The rain clouds had darkened the inside of the tiny house, causing David to reach out and flick on the single 
hurricane lamp that sat on the small dining room table. He'd never worked out the entire reason for being kept 
here, for being kept away from family, friends and their career he'd been forging since he'd been so 
unceremoniously dumped from Megadeth. Perhaps it was pay his debts? Not the monetary ones, but the 
mental ones, caused by dragging his ex-boss through court cases. Or perhaps, as he'd mused over the long 


days that he'd been left alone, they really couldn't let go of each other, no matter how hard they tried. 


With one hand massaging his sore neck, he sat at the table, not needing the firm instruction any more. He 


knew what to do, eyes down-turned as the pail was set before him. 
"Dinner," Dave hissed as the brunette reached out, pulling the container closer. 


He didn't dare look up, didn't dare invite the other to sit. Dave would watch him eat before either fucking him 
or leaving. Inside the pail was the smallest of portions; salad leaves and cold meat. His stomach growled as he 
began to pick at it, conscious of the eyes that watched him, made sure everything was gone. The silence hung 
heavy in the room, broken only by the sound of the rain Dave's words of a few days before still rang through 
his mind, haunting him, breaking him. 


"Youre getting fat again Its a weakness, Junior, your attraction to food and it needs to be broken" 


Of course, what Dave had failed to remember and mention was that it had been him, the demon, who had fed 
him the rich and luxurious foods which led to his slightly rounder figure. Ever since he'd been locked away, his 
weight had fluctuated, Dave calling the shots as he forced to him eat before starving him or forcing him to 
vomit whatever lay in his stomach. Just another form of control from the man who had spent twenty years 


exerting it over him. 


And so he ate, silent, forever aware of Dave standing over him. Once the pail was empty, he pushed it away, 
the sound of metal against ruined wood making him shiver. The only noise in the room except for the breathing 


of himself and the devil. 
"Up," the husk voice ordered and David did as he was told. 
He didn't need to hear anything else, turning from the piercing eyes and walking to the small bedroom. If Dave 


wanted nothing more than to make sure he ate, then he would have left. Dread rose in David's stomach as he 


walked into the room. The bed, just big enough to accommodate the both of them, was neatly made as per the 


red-head's orders. But it was a far cry from what he'd been used to, the plush beds of hotels, staff turning 
blind eyes as they'd fucked in corridors, completely off their faces on drugs, then the elaborate privacy of 
their own home. A home that had been kept quiet from their spouses, a home where David had woken up 
every day with the feeling that he was living a lie. A lie that he told his wife and kids. No, he hadn't spent all 
night in a drug den. Look, no track marks. They'd been working, through the night, on the new album. The guilt 
had eaten at him, torn at him and finally caused him to confess all. That night, he'd disappeared, driving 
through the night and into the next day to reach Dave's. Then he'd fallen off the radar permanently. 


His clothes fell from his body and he looked down at himself with a saddened sigh. It was true; he was rounder, 
more filled out. But it was something that came with growing older. He couldn't stay the skinny, lithe eighteen 
year old that Dave wanted, however it seemed that the red-head had other ideas. 


As he knelt on the bed, he could feel the sickness begin to rise, choking him with bile. Arms stretched in front 
of him, David silently watched as the near-skeletal body of his lover-cum-captor lifted the chains away from 
the wall. Eyes looked over his head, never connecting with his own, as the well-worn leather cuffs locked his 
wrists together, chain taut, keeping him in a kneeling position. There would be no cries. There would be no tears. 


There would just be the bitter-sweet memories of yesteryears. 


~~~ To be continued Mayb mew 


Chapter 2 


"Too late, you dropped the drawbridge 


You let the vampires in" 
‘The Tempest - Pendulum. 


There were no clocks in the tiny building. Time was divided into two periods - Before Dave and After Dave. 
Nothing else mattered except the dread of waiting and the overwhelming relief of temporary respite. 


Sunlight flickered through the trees, reaching the barred window and slowly awakening the occupant that lay, 
dishevelled, on the bed. Rubbing his eyes, David woke, naked and alone. The gnawing feeling that was left behind 
whenever he woke like this had long since disappeared, leaving him with an odd sense of euphoria at waking up 


alive. For now. 


For a moment, he lay on his back, looking down at his body, at the scratches and marks left in the wake of the 
previous night. His wrists ached from where the cuffs had bitten and burned his skin, red raw injuries that no 
longer seemed to heal, the skin permanently peeling and bubbling. Finally, the memory of the right before 
forced him up. He didn't want to lie in the one place where relaxation was supposed to happen and never did. 
The place where his body was abused while his mind was further broken, pushing him closer and closer to the 
abyss that he would never return from. An abyss that Dave wanted him to fall into, an abyss where Dave 
would keep him, battered, tired and broken, the carbon copy of the man who had been so unceremoniously 


ousted from his band and lover's bed several years before. 


A simple phone call, telling him that his services were no longer required. He had no time to respond before 
the line had gone dead. From memory, he'd dialled the familiar number, only to be told it had been disconnected. 
Panicked, he'd checked the calendar, but it had told him, bold as day, that it wasn't April Ist. Quickly he'd dialled 
number after number, trying to chase down the suddenly illusive red-head, only to be told that phones were 
disconnected or that they didn't know a Dave Mustaine and no, he couldn't leave a message. Confused and hurt, 
David had done the one thing that he knew would capture his lover's attention and launched the now infamous 
court case. For months, pages of tit-for-tat flew back and forth, as they ganged up on each other. Finally, 
David had toppled, aching and tired from the years standing beside Dave and defending him. Unable to take any 
more, unable to face that sneering face in court any more, he'd backed down. Yet the jibes kept on coming in 
the form of internet posts and interviews, strategically placed, Dave knowing that ex-partner would see them. 
They were intended to further pull him apart and they did, forcing him to doubt himself as he desperately 
tried to rebuild his life. Then Dave appeared to do an about turn, suddenly calling him up just before 
Christmas. Still confused and hurting, desperate for any kind of contact from Dave, David had given in and gone 
to meet him. And so the red-head had started from scratch, rebuilding the brunette, showering him with the 


attention he craved and missed so much. 


The kitchen was similarly lit with soft light, the temperature already beginning to rise as the world around him 
forgot the storm of the previous evening. David knew he wouldn't forget so easily, body already beginning to 


tense as he anticipated the return of the red-head. On the table that stood in the centre of the kitchen a 
piece of paper had been left, weighed down by a single, green apple. Pushing the apple away, David picked up the 
paper, heart heavy as he read the coldly written list. 


Bedroom: Bed to be made fo hotel standards. Clean all surfaces. 
Kitchen: Clean all surfaces. 


Bathroom: Clean all surfaces. 


You: Remove all body hair. Pubic hair to be no longer than a quarter of an inch Exercise regime will begin upon my 


arrival later. 


David sighed and dropped into a seat. He read and re-read the words unsure of whether he would prefer to 
have a day of being punished by Dave, or a day alone with just an piece of fruit for nourishment. He had no 
idea whether his captor would bring more food or whether he'd be starved. It was an on-going cycle; make him 
put on weight only for Dave to berate him. The guitarist was the skinniest David had ever seen him, face 
showing the drastic weight loss as cheekbones became as sharp as razors, veins bulging from strong hands. 


Tethered to the house, David had watched as the red-head had disappeared into the forested hills, often 


returning hours later, covered in sweat and dirt, body heaving from the effort of having run a marathon. 


Pondering the apple and the really not very untidy kitchen, David wondered where it had all gone wrong. Where 
had the passion gone? Why had Dave suddenly completely lost it? Was he so desperate to keep David close 
that this was the only thing he thought he could resort to? Or was it the red-head's way of keeping him quiet 
and stopping him from telling the entire world that, actually, big, bad Dave Mustaine preferred the company of 
men to women? David knew he probably wouldn't get an answer, not this late in the game. Silently, he mourned 
the loss of the man he'd once known Dave hadn't always been the monster that so many portrayed him as. 
Like a dice, he had many sides, most of which were kept firmly hidden. There was his vicious sense of humour 
which would often have David doubled over with laughter, almond shaped eyes glazed with tears as he'd begged 
for mercy from the hidden comedian. There had been the softer, gentler man who had offered attention and 
affection that could rival no other, showering him with love and gifts. To say that Dave pushed the boat out 
when it came to looking after his beloved was an understatement; he'd have borrowed the entire Navy if he 
could and would have sent them off with a display that would have put every July 4th celebration to shame. 
Then there had been the songs and the coded messages in interviews, little things said in jest that only the 
other would be able to decipher. But that was gone now, the man who'd done all that and more had disappeared 
and been replaced by an uncaring robot. David had searched the other's eyes, yet had never seen any flicker 


of emotion. He'd often wondered, as the cold eyes glared at him, if Dave even recognised him. 


Rapping the apple against the table three times, David stood and walked to the bathroom. It took him three 
steps to get there. Everything within the house was in threes; three steps to the bathroom, three steps to 
the bedroom, three twists of the tap to get the water to run. Three was the magic number. For every three 
that happened within the house, Dave would stay away another minute. For every completed length of the 
hallway, Dave wouldn't hit him. 


The tap shook and choked as he filled the basin with cold water. Hot water was a luxury that was only given to 


him as a reward for being good. Although the standards for behaviour changed on a daily basis, much like the 
heat of the water. It always arrived in a small metal flask, Dave's theory being that if allowed too much, David 
would try and boil himself to death. So there was only ever enough for a single cup of coffee. The same went 
for the razor, the one which David now held in his hand. It was pink, with flowers on the handle and a little 
aloe-vera strip, intended for a woman. There hadn't been a hint of emotion when Dave had handed it to him, 
declaring that it was given because it was a safety razor. Another suicide prevention although, David 
suspected, if he did manage to end his life, Dave would make it public knowledge that he'd died at the blades of 


a pink ladies razor. Something which would be the final humiliation 


Placing a foot on the old bathtub, he began to slowly and methodically remove the hair from his legs. So they 
note had said it had to be no longer than a quarter of an inch but Dave had been very vocal about how he 
liked "his little boy" cleanly shaved Flinching a little, he lifted his cock and balls out of the way, watching as the 
tightly curled hairs were swept away. Once finished, he dropped the razor back beside the sink and sat on the 
edge of the bath, arms folded over his naked form. Loneliness flooded through him, as it always did during 
these moments, the moments where he was reduced to nothing more than a plaything. Because that's all he'd 
ever been, hadn't he? In between James and Pam and everyone else. A toy. Nothing more. The perpetually 


innocent boy who never really grew into a man, he'd always been Dave's doll. 


Sniffing, he felt a tear drop onto his cheek, yet he made no move to wipe it away. Here he was, in his forties, 
and he was still giving into Dave. Still giving the flame-haired man the attention he so desired. But now that 

flame-haired man had everything he'd ever desired, so why was David, the man he'd so abruptly ditched from 
the band and from his life, here, held hostage against his will? David suspected it was the question he'd never 


have answered. 


It took all the will in the world to stand and wash. He could have happily have remained on the edge of the 
bath, trying to fade to nothing as he thought about his family, about them trying to mourn and let go despite 
the lack of body. But, beneath it all, was the tiny flicker of hope, a tiny flame that refused to die. Perhaps he 
would get out, or perhaps evil Dave would finally give up and die, leaving behind the beautiful butterfly that 
was good Dave behind. 


Still naked, he walked back through the house, hands idly cleaning the surfaces. There was no use dressing; the 
clothing wouldn't remain on his body for long. Besides, everything he owned was shapeless and baggy, made 
from material that was tough to tear without the aid of blades. Nothing had been left to chance when it came 
to David's on-going survival. Even the bedsheets, well the single one he was allowed to cover his often bruised 
and battered body, was made from the same tough material. David had already cased the building with the 
view to using it as a makeshift gallows, and had come to the sad conclusion that the roof was too low. All he 
would find was himself sitting on the floor, a pitiful sight with a loose noose around his neck as he waited for 


the inevitable punishment. 


Then it came. Three short, sharp raps at the door. With lightning swiftness, he moved into the space before 
the door, managing to get to his knees just as the last of the heavy locks thudded open. Warm air rushed over 
him but it did nothing to appease the icy presence that strode in. Breath hitched, David dared to lift his head, 
trying desperately not to shrink back. It wasn't Dave that scared him; he'd had years of being forced into 


compromising positions to quash that fear. What scared him was the coiled cat o' nine tails that hung in the 
other's hand. The braided and deliberately frayed ends dangled dangerously close to his face, letting him know 
that it wasn't some cheap sex shop trinket. David tried to hide his fear but the stench of it hung heavily in 
the air, like the omen of an approaching death. For a moment, Dave's nostrils flared, eyes widening before his 
face settled back into its expressionless mask. A booted foot hooked itself beneath David's chin, pushing his 
head back to a painful angle. 


"You know the drill" 


Giving a strained nod, David waited for his head to be released before shifting to his hands and knees. 


nnn 


With his nose pressed against the ground, David pushed himself up and down, muscles that were weakened 
from lack of use screaming with red hot pain. The heavy foot was pressed into the small of his back, forcing 
him to work harder as Dave's voice barked out orders above him. 


"Ninety three! Come on, Junior! You can do better. Ninety four! You will not get up until this is done. Ninety 
five! It's a filthy addiction, your love of food. Just like the drugs, Junior. Its just another drug to make you 
feel better. But who are you kidding, huh? You were always better than that, remember? Dragged me to 


rehab, left me behind while you recovered first time. Don't tell me you can't beat this one as well. 


He listened as he heaved himself up and down, although he had no other choice. He found it strange that Dave 
hadn't resorted to name calling. Back in the day, some distant, hazy memory, David remembered the name 
calling. Remembered how brutally painful it had been to be called "useless", "a prick’, "a shit fuck" and every 
other colourful name that Dave thought up. Yet, the second anyone else said anything against David, the 
flame-haired devil would lash out, tearing said person to shreds before placating David's fragile ego with kisses 


and kind words. Only he, it seemed, was allowed too call David names. 


"Ninety-nine! | noticed that you hadn't eaten this morning.” He could hear the smirk in the voice. "That's my 
good boy. Learning some control finally. Control is good for the soul, Junior. Makes you stop and think before 
you do something stupid. Like gorging yourself on whatever's put in front of you. Keep it up, Junior, and you'll 
soon be pretty again. Because that's another thing you want isn't it? Want everyone to look at you. Want all 
the girls running to you and hugging you and giving you their phone numbers. Well, they won't like you if you 


look like a beached whale, Junior." 


Painful tears prickled his eyes but he sniffed them back with a grunt. He wouldn't be broken. Refused to be 
broken for that would show Dave that he'd won. Once those tears fell, if they fell, it would be curtains to any 
hope of freedom that David had left. 


Grunting with effort, he kept going, listening as Dave kept barking numbers, listening as they climbed into the 
hundreds. His forehead hit the floor with a thud each time, Sweat dribbling down his back and between his ass 
cheeks, pooling on the floor around him. His normally light hair was darkened by the fluid and sticking to his 


scalp, hanging in front of his eyes. Yet it didn't hide the whip that had been placed threatening before his eyes. 
"Three hundred!" The foot was lifted from his back and, exhausted, David collapsed to the damp wooden floor. 


The room fell quiet, the only sound being David's heavy, laboured breathing. Feet appeared beside his tired 
eyes, the legs bending as an opened bottle of water was offered. Wearily, he lifted a hand and took it, mouth 
hungrily lapping the steady stream of clear, cooling liquid. A hand was laid against his head, fingers working into 
his hair and against his scalp, stroking and scratching as if petting a cat. 


"Good boy, Junior," Dave's voice had softened, although the threat of more pain still lingered in the air. "You're 
such a good boy. Always wanting to please me." 


He couldn't smile, but his heart flickered a little at the words, giving him reason to believe that hope shouldn't 
be lost. Shifting his head a little, he looked up at the crouching figure, trying to look into the eyes that were 
hidden behind red hair. A smile played on David's lips before disappearing, the effort too much. 


"Always my good boy." The hand was pulled away, leaving David in a puddle of his own making. 


The whip was removed from before his eyes, the forgotten apple replacing it. "Time to eat, Junior. I'll stay for 


now and make sure you eat up. Don't want you wasting anything now, do we?" 


Pulling himself upright, David sagged from the waist, not caring about how filthy he felt. All he felt was that 
hunger in his belly, the painful, rotting hunger. There was no shame any more as he snatched up the apple, no 
feelings of embarrassment as his teeth tore into the supple flesh. He no longer cared because this was all his 


world consisted of now. 


~~To be continued~~ 


Chapter 3 


"l hope you know that that is nobody's fault but yours." 
‘The Tempest - Pendulum. 


And so it carried on, the day melting into night before gently melting into day again. 


Tired and weary, entire body limp from the pain and effort of having to wake, David sat on the edge of the 
bed. Dusting his fingers down his torso, he silently counted the protruding ribs. Where there had once been the 
hint of a protruding stomach there was now a flat, almost concave dip. The fat had faded from his body, 
taking with it the hope that had lived within. The playful spark had disappeared from his eyes, muscles too 
weak to form even the barest of smiles. Even though he hadn't cried, even though he's never lost his patience 
with Dave, the red-head had still won. There seemed to be no use for living any longer, but Dave was too 
selfish to let him die, instead keeping him in a worthless state of suspended animation. The old Dave was dead. 


Long live the king! 


The door rattled with the sound of the three knocks and David managed to move to his position just as it 
swung open. Eyes ringed with dark bruises, David only just managed to lift his head and acknowledge the 
presence before him. But something was strangely amiss, David's eyes narrowing as he noted Dave's empty 


hands. 


"Get up." Grinning, Dave was grinning, and not wanting to push his luck, David did as he was told, feeling a little 


unwell as he was lead out onto the veranda. 


It wasn't the fresh air that took his breath away as the chain was looped around his neck, but the vast array 
of colourful fruits that had been placed on the rickety seat. Obediently he turned his back to Dave, hands 
resting against his back as they were chained together. He could vividly remember the first day he'd been 
cuffed and collared to the house. He had pleaded and sobbed, begging Dave not to do it, not to separate him 
from the people he loved. Red hair had pin-wheeled out as the other had snapped around to look at him, eyes 
lit with the fires of the Devil himself. 


‘Lam the only one you love!" Dave had thundered "Mel There is no one else, Junior! No one else except for me!" 


Those few words had chilled David to the bone, silencing him. Because it was the truth and nothing but the 
truth and if he had to spend the rest if his life in the like an old crone to live it, then so help him God 


With the chains now restraining him, David let himself be turned to face the still smiling man before him. Dave 


seemed.. relaxed for once. And it un-nerved David, making him frown as he studied the unusual expression 
"A reward," he said, "for living up to my expectations." 


A strawberry, plump and juicy, was held before David's face; even this reward, like everything else, was going 


to be controlled. Cautiously, he looked between the proffered fruit and Dave and back again, wondering if he 
dare trust it. Was it poisoned? Or laced with razorblades? 


Give it up, the voice in his head pleaded. It sounded starved. /f you're going fo de, at least it will be with the 


faste of strawberries on your lps. 


Eyes on Dave's, eyes that were filled with trust, he parted his lips and leaned in, sighing with delight as he 
delicately plucked the offered fruit into his mouth. If heaven had a taste, then this was surely it. 


wun 


The light that filtered through the surrounding trees became heavier, darker, as the day wore on, yet Dave 
seemed to be making no move to leave. Sitting before him, David let himself be fed, Dave feeding both of them 
as he laughed and joked, re-telling tales from their younger years. Like an obedient pet, David sat, listening 
patiently as the sweet, clean juice of the fruit dribbled and dried on his chin. For the moment, he didn't have a 
care in the world, chasing memories as he looked at Dave, the redhead suddenly a bright light compared to the 
man who had kept him locked up. 


"Do you remember that time we were screwing in that dressing room in." There had been a lot of fucking in 
dressing rooms the early days and David pondered on it as he watched Dave screw his eyes closed as he tried 
to recall where this particular memory had happened. ".. in New York, that's it!" There was a triumphant snap 
of the fingers before Dave carried on, "And we must have been loud, and | mean really fuckin’ loud, because it 
brought the promoter to the door. Damn near broke the door down, didn't he Junior?" A roar of laughter as 
Dave threw his head back, hair spilling down his back. "And do you remember what you did, Junior? Do you?" 
Eyes settled back on his own, sparkling with a now rarely seen happiness and joy. "You opened the door, stark 
bollock naked with that cute look plastered on your face and said the screaming was because you'd been pulling 
burrs from my hair! It didn't matter that you were sweating like a pig and had a hardon bigger than the 
Empire State Building, he still believed youl” 


David blushed as he remembered that particular evening, smiling a little as he watched Dave guffaw and slap 
his thigh, tears on his cheeks. This was the Dave he remembered; as cold as ice one moment but an award 
winning comedian and story-teller the next. He had a heart of gold, it was just part of him that very few 


people ever saw. 


Wiping a hand across his mouth in a movement which David found distinctly uncouth in the now grown man, 
Dave stood, breaking the spell as he turned and walked into the house. Legs crossed beneath him, David 
watched him go, the silence suddenly heavy and painful. The sudden loss of the happiness and memories ached, 
the weight of the chains around his now frail looking body only adding to the pain. But this was how it had 
always been played out; a moment of friendship and love only for it to disappear in the blink of an eye. It had 
been a stressful relationship, David finding himself forever in turmoil over whether he was loved or not, 
following at Dave's heels, trying to get himself noticed. It was only in later years that he'd realised that was 
what the redhead had wanted. He had wanted someone to follow him around, to worship the very ground he 


walked, and David had given it so willingly. He had craved the acceptance, had needed to be part of a group, any 


group and he had gotten it. They had both given and taken of the other so willingly and once David had gotten 


used to how Dave worked he'd found himself hopelessly and madly in love. 


Sighing, David pushed himself to his feet, wincing as his legs complained, muscles aching from the half kneeling, 
half sitting position he'd been kept in. He straightened up, eyes screwed shut as bones clicked back into place. 
Pulling against the chains, David began to walk back and forth, stretching out his body, feeling it begin to ease 
up. His stomach, now filled with handfuls of fruit, was slightly distended, giving him the appearance of being 
slightly pregnant. This was another part of the game: Dave would starve him, getting him to a point where he 
was skeletal and looking everything like his master. Then the feeding would begin again, normally in earnest. For 
reasons David couldn't fathom, Dave liked to see him slightly fat and curved, an appearance that would only 
last a few hours before the food was either digested or David was made to throw it up. He'd be kept thin for 
a while, normally a few weeks, before he was fattened up and the whole process would begin again. David may 


have been weary of it but he would do anything, absolutely anything, for Dave. He'd even die for him.. 


The silence of the forest was wonderful, relaxing David before the storm he suspected was on its way. The 
only sound were his bare feet creaking against the ageing boards and the rattling of the chains. Back and forth 
he moved, listening to the sounds of birds and gently rustling leaves. The land around the house had sprung 
back to life, the rain of the past few days bringing the colour back. Eyes falling shut, he smiled gently, swaying 
a little as he walked, lost in the memories of his former life. In his minds eye he could see him family, his wife 
and his beautiful kids. They faded as his memories regressed, going earlier to his younger years, to the 
happiness of being Dave's sidekick and secret lover for so many years. It had had to be kept secret, Dave's 
orders, as he hadn't wanted to lose fans who might not have liked their favourite band members to be 


homosexual. 


Turning his back to the forest, David walked back to the house, mind drifting from his memories and returning 
to wondering where Dave had disappeared to. When he was around, it was rare for Dave to leave him for any 
length of time, lest his ex-bassist should try something stupid. Backing himself against the nearly cleared seat, 
he was about to sit when something caught his eye. 


It was painful to turn his head in the collar, the links nipping at the skin of his throat. Once more, the flash of 
colour snapped before his eyes. Inching forward, David narrowed his eyes as he hunted for the source of the 
movement. It had come from beyond the bathroom window, the tiny frame of glass propped open behind the 


bars. 


Frustrated by the lack of movement allowed by the chains, David pressed himself against the wall, teeth biting 
into his lips as he looked through the tiny gap of the window. What he saw knocked the breath from his body. 


Dave. 
On his knees. 


Before the Toilet. 


One hand holding his hair back. 

The other forcing fingers down his throat. 

David's eyes were as round as the moon as he watched the other man wretch and cough and vomit the 
contents of his stomach into the toilet bowl. He couldn't draw himself away from macabre sight, a sudden 
rush hitting his own, punished body. It was the heady rush of knowing he suddenly had power, no matter how 


little, over Dave, of discovering the dark secret behind the other's scarily skeletal form. 


And then Dave's eyes were boring into his, steely and dark and filled with the threat of the coming storm, 
chasing away the brief knot of happiness that had lived within David. 


He'd discovered Dave's secret and that look said it all: He was going to pay. 


~To be Continued~ 


Chapter 4 


Fear filled David's body as he pushed himself around to face the door. A second later and the door was thrown 
open, an enraged Dave flying out. David have time to react nor think as a strong hand grabbed him, fingers 
digging into his throat as he was thrown around. Deep down, he knew what was coming so there was no use in 
speaking, no use in crying out. The tears, they may come, they may not, not that Dave would care if they did. 
Right now, he knew that the red rag would have fallen before Dave's eyes. 


Strong hands held him in place as the chains were dragged from his body, clattering with a hollow sound to the 
floor beneath them. David didn't struggle as hard metal cuffs were snapped over his aching wrists, digging into 
the already bruised and raw flesh as fingers hooked around the chain, heaving him away from the house and 
towards the trees. The fear remained within him but it wasn't the fear of what was going to happen. It was 
the fear of the angry silence that hung around Dave as he dragged and pulled the smaller man behind him. 
David made no attempt to help him. Why should he? He was a pawn now, a pawn in some sadistic chess game 
that only Dave knew how to play. So he hung limply, arms pulled tightly up above him, stumbling and tripping, 
bare feet dragging through dead leaves and bracken as he remaining forever silent. 


Deeper and deeper they went, the occasional grunt or moan emitting from the taller man’s lips. David wanted 
to care, wanted to be scared, but there was no point any more. What would happen would happen and no 
amount of screaming, crying or reasoning would help. He was tired and weary, the fucked up routines of weight 
loss and gain and the seemingly never ending cycle of pain and humiliation finally taking its toll. He was ready to 
give in, to let it all go and give Dave the empty husk he appeared to want. That's what he'd been, right? For all 
those years? He'd just been Dave Mustaine's mouthpiece, the little excitable kid who bounded at his master's 
heels, desperate for any scrap of attention that was thrown his way. Like the dog he was, he'd been kicked to 
the curb more than once in favour of something more exciting, yet he'd always bounding back, eyes bright and 


smiling as he waited patiently to be accepted back into that blessed inner sanctum of Dave's life. 


The breath was knocked from David's body as he was dropped into a pile of dying leaves. Turning his head to 
one side, he dared not look over his shoulder, instead just waiting, as patiently as he could, for what was to 
come. It would no doubt be painful and no doubt be drawn out but as long as it kept the demon inside of Dave 
quiet for another day, then so be it. Sprawled across the ground, he watched as feet were planted on either 
side of his body, the dark cloud of silence rolling over them. Stinking, rotten forest moisture, began to slide 
against his naked form, making his skin goosebump and squirm. Desperately he tried not to move, nor to let 
the position or the ground or Dave intimidate him. But it was a losing battle and, finally, he gave in, a tiny, 
barely audible whimper, leaving his lips. 


THUNK! 


That was all it took, that one tiny movement, for Dave to literally put his boot in. The heavy leather shoe 
connected with his ribs making him suddenly gasp for air. Eyes widening, he coughed, moving as he desperately 
tried to pull himself to his knees. But the boot came down, pressing between his shoulder-blades and forcing 
him back to the rotting leaves, once more leaving him gasping for air. He wanted to fight, wanted to scream 


and struggle but David knew that it would be a fruitless exercise as it would only drive whatever lived deep 
within the redhead. Would drive it crazy with blood lust until a battered and bloody body would be all that 
remained of David. So he lay there, weighed down by the body that towered over him. It was a deliberate act, 
something to intimidate him, and it did just that, sending chilled shivers down his spine. Dave was desperately 
trying to break him, desperately trying to get David to do something, anything, that would show that original 
and primal fear that had ruled the brunette's life until he'd learned that Dave was all bark and very little bite. 


The foot lifted away from his back but David didn't dare look over his shoulder. Instead, he buried his face 
against the ground, ignoring the musty smell as he screwed his eyes shut and silently prayed to a god he 
hoped existed. 


Please don't let this be the end F you exist Lord, please don't let him kill me. | know | want fo dle, | know | want to 
give up, but its just something we say. You know that. You know | want fo live. 


The ground behind him shuddered, heavy footsteps thudding through the floor as Dave moved away, David 


knew not to relax; Dave would be back, maybe not now, maybe sooner than expected. 


David could vividly remember the past. In his mind, the one now giving out to Dave's slow and silent torture, 
he could see every moment of his life. So many beautiful and wonderful memories, all of them marred by 
something that Dave had done. The romantic meal out that had been ruined by Dave's jealous rage, unfounded 
accusations that David was going to leave him for the waiter. The bum notes hit during a show, notes that 


no-one other than them would have heard, which had triggered anger and fists. 


Yet, underlying those memories were other, tiny flickers of recognition, like a broken film trying to repair itself. 
Warm images, images of love and happiness. Dave had loved him, perhaps still loved him. After all, he said he 
did. So was all of this for his, David's, own good? But how was being locked away, starved and beaten "for his 
own good"? Was Dave secretly jealous of David's home life, with a loving wife and adoring children, when Dave's 
had been heading for the rocks because of his addiction? Did Dave want to keep hold of him? And if so, why so 


much pain? 


Jittering nerves once more came to life as he heard feet closing in on him. Forehead pressed to the cool, 


gritty ground, David gave a whine, eyes still tightly shut. 
A second later, they snapped wide open, a howl of pain ripping from David as the whip tore his back open. 


woun 


Darkness had descended over him, spiriting him away on a journey away from the horrors of the forest. It 
was peaceful in his mind; he was away from the constant whistle and crack of the whip, of every pained cry 
he gave. Still he hadn't given in. Still he had remained silent, never giving Dave the satisfaction of hearing him 


beg for mercy. 


With a quiet moan, David opened his eyes to find himself in a darkened room. Night had obviously fallen as the 


ratty curtains were still open. He couldn't remember coming in here, couldn't remember lying face down on the 
bed. Painfully, he twisted his head, pain flashing through his body from the open wounds on his back. His arms 
dangled over the sides of the bed as he lay in a bloody bastardisation of the crucifixion. Through the growing 
dark, he could just make out a stool, a bowl balanced on it. Behind him the door rattled, making him whine as 
his body bucked from the sound and a moment later, Dave was kneeling beside him. The redhead's face was 


soft, filled with compassion as he reached out to brush hair from David's sweat sticky face. 
‘I've come To clean you up," he said, voice now as soft as snow. 


It hurt him to frown, but David managed, wondering what the hell was going on. Why hadn't he been left to 
fend for himself? The thought fluttered through his mind, dying quickly as the relief of cool water washed 
over his back, beginning to take the burning, aching pain away. 


A soft rag, soaked in in ice laced water slowly passed over his back, occasionally causing him to whine or moan. 
Head on one side, he watched Dave, overcome by the sheer tenderness that was being shown to him. Each 
gentle movement, each softly spoken word, sent shivers of a different kind through him. He felt himself begin 
to relax, the barriers he'd built over the time he'd been holed up beginning to crack. A tiny smile played on 
Dave's lips, the redhead close enough for him to touch. But he dared not to, instead letting himself painfully 


mirror the other, a smile beginning to creep onto his lips. 


Dressings coated with cooling ointment were placed over the wounds, David whimpering as it began to seep in. 
With the softest touches they were secured to his flesh, David burying his head against the pillow, silently 
begging for the aching to stop. 


Then the fingers were gone and Dave as back beside him, a beaker grasped in one hand. The other reached out, 
gently clasping David's head. For a second, he felt himself tighten up, a Pavlovian response but the fingers 
pulled him closer, encouraging his lips to the plastic cup. His eyes were filled with panic, wondering what the 


cup contained. 
"Painkillers," came the reassuring whisper, fingers gently stroking his scalp. 


Breath coming in short pants, he kept his eyes focused on the ones before him as he sipped at the water. 
Should he die, David wanted this to be his last image, wanted to have the picture of a serene and composed 
Dave lighting up his dying mind. Drinking his fill, he pulled away, coughing and spluttering a little as he lay back 
against the pillow, body too limp to do anything more. Quietly he watched as Dave did what he needed, cleaning 
and tidying up, the perfect image of the man who used to be. 


"lm going to go," there seemed to be the tiniest hint of regret in his voice. Once more, he knelt down and 


David found himself getting lost in the other's eyes. "I'll be back tomorrow. | promise." 


Gently, hair was brushed from his face and David found himself being transported back over twenty years, to 
the first time this had happened. Another of the memories that he may never get back but which he held out 
hope for. The fingers lingered in his hair and, for the briefest of moments, lips brushed against his before 


disappearing like a whisper. 
And then Dave was gone, leaving him confused and with nothing but his memories for comfort. 


~~To be continued~~ 


Chapter 5 


The next few days passed without incident. David awoke and went about his chores but Dave never came, 
instead leaving him to lick his wounds alone. Food and supplies were left on the step in the middle of the night, 


the redhead obviously melting into the depths of the darkness. 


Looking over his shoulder, David flinched as he checked the wounds. His back was a mess of criss-crossed red 
lines, wounds that the ER would have traced back to Dave. Instead, David spent his time wandering the house 
in a salt water soaked towel, occasionally trying to apply lotion and failing when the pain hit him, grinding his 
teeth as the gritty feeling wounds crunched with each movement. By night, he slept face down in the lumpy 
mattress, giving the injuries time to breathe and hoping, praying even, that the red welts would only leave the 
barest of scars. But the feeling in his stomach told him this wouldn't be so, that the wounds would leave ugly 
white scars, the marks that he suspected Dave had spent years craving to etch into his flesh. 


Clutching the towel to himself, David achingly opened the door, body heavy. Before the door sat the pail and 
David leaned down, letting out a tiny whimper as he hooked his fingers through the handle and carrying it to 
the table. Stiffly he sat, brow furrowed with the effort of not causing himself injury. Carefully he took the pail 


apart, eyes widening as he laid out the individual layers. 


Meat soaked in a rich cream sauce. Potatoes and vegetables of all colours. Slabs of cake, layered with thick, 


sweet cream. Strawberries dipped in chocolate. 
It seemed that the next round of weight gain had begun. 


Picking up the plastic spoon that had been so thoughtfully included, he was about to begin the tainted feast 
when the knocks came. Giving a pained mewl, David forced himself to his feet, quickly falling to his knees as 


fresh air suddenly filled the tiny kitchenette. 


"Get up" Heavy feet thudded towards him yet Dave didn't help him as he struggled to his feet, desperately 
trying to keep his back straight and crying out when he couldn't, catching himself against the rickety table as 


a wave of black pain descended over him. 


Surprisingly, a hand caught him as he began to crumple, guiding him back to the chair before the food. 
Breathing heavily, David placed his head in his hands, the smell of the food nauseating him. He listened as Dave 
sat opposite him but he couldn't lift his head, instead gazing at a bare bit of the table between the metal 
plates of food 


"Eat" 
Hair fell into his eyes as he gave a small shake of his head. A second later and the spoon, loaded with cake, 


was shoved in his face. Warily, David looked up from beneath his hair, and caught Dave smirking at him, the 
spoon held straight out. 


It's good food, Junior, good food that shouldn't be wasted. You used to complain when | wasted things, used to 


drive you crazy when | threw out the tiniest thing. You with your coupons and your recycling, clean as snow.’ 


The spoon was pressed to his firmly closed lips, cake and cream smearing his lips and chin as he tried to move 
his head. In a heartbeat, Dave was leaning across the table, holding David's head firm as he pressed the spoon 
between his lips, forcing him to eat. 


Choking and with food on his face and tears in his eyes, David whined, closing his lips a moment too late as 


another spoonful was forced into his mouth, Dave bearing down on him. 


"So clean, so perfect. | tried to bring you down, tried to destroy you," Dave continued, voice growing louder by 
the moment. "Tried to make you pay for what you'd done. But no! You bounced back like a fucking Weeble, as 


perky and as white bread as before, with your little videos and articles, cashing in on me! On my name!" 


David looked at him, panicked and feeling dangerously alone. More food was pushed in, causing him to hack as 
the spoon caught the back of his throat. He wanted to protest, wanted to fight, but next to Dave Mustaine he 
was nothing, a little blip on Mustaine's map to greatness. Everything he'd done post-Megadeth had been to 
forget. He'd kept himself busy in the hope that the Dave shaped black hole in his heart would fade away. But it 
hadn't worked, everything he'd done being counteracted by Dave in a bid to wipe David's name under the rug 


and from people's minds. 
Dave's hand tightened in his hair, pulling David's head back as more sickly sweet food was forced into him. 


An almost demonic hiss, as black and as thick as oil, passed by his ear, "You. | wanted to be you. Wanted to be 
perfect and loved and beautiful. But fate dealt me a different hand, didn't it, Junior? | was going to be forever 
painted as the demon that Hell spat out, placed here on earth to drag and tear apart one soul." 


David felt his breath hitch as he listened, rocking forward in his chair as Dave finally released his vice-like grip 
on him. The table rocked on its uneven legs as Dave dropped into the seat opposite him, hair hiding his face as 
he cradled it in his hands. For a moment, there was a deathly silence, hanging their to mourn the passing of a 
moment, a silence which was broken by a sob. David sat passively, silent, as a tear splattered against the table. 
Dave tightened his fingers in his red locks, letting out an animalistic cry as he pulled on it, strands visibly 
snapping. 


"You," the broken voice cried. "| wanted to be you. Wanted to be forever optimistic even in the darkest hour. 
Wanted to be able to smile even when there was the threat of blood. Wanted to be strong, wanted to know 


when enough was enough. Perfect. You're perfect." 


The words were heavy, squeezing David's heart. What did the redhead want now? David had given him his all, 
and this didn't sound like another of his attempts to get the praise which was always duly given Each and 
every word that had fallen from Dave's lips had been drawn with pained emotion, Dave's carefully created 


walls crumbling and crashing down around him. Constructed by years of Dave's own hand, it had taken mere 


moments for them to disappear, revealing the nervous, fidgetty man whose self confidence had been reduced 
to nothing by years of people picking away at him. It was a man David had seen frequently in the early days, 
one he had taken in his arms and soothed, carefully rebuilding and reassuring, loving him with every ounce of 
his being. Even in later years as Dave's confidence had grown and he'd become more distant, David had been 


there as Dave's pillar of strength when the dark moments had once more gripped his beloved. 
Still stunned at the enormity of the situation, David sat, unsure of what to do or even to say anything. Wiping 
the back of his hand across his face, he opened his mouth to say something,a tiny croak coming out, before 


quickly closing it again. What should he say? It seemed that nothing would pacify the redhead at this late stage. 


"Dammit, David!" It was the first time he'd heard his given name in a long time and it caused him to sit 


straight and stare at the red and tear stained face before him. 

"Why won't you speak?! Six months, six months, and you haven't said a thing! Why, dammit?!" 

Mouth firmly closed, he just looked at Dave, taking in the shattered remains of the redhead. Because its all 
been said, he thought, looking back down at the now ruined meal. Or because its not worth saying Because you 
never listen when | do speak. 

Finally, he looked up, eyes wide and panting softly as, in the tiniest of voices, he whispered, "I love you." 


And time stood still. 


~~To be continued?~~ 


Chapter 6 


If, as they say, silence is golden, then the one that hung over them would have been worth a fortune. 


Eyes, red rimmed and shimmering with more unshed tears, looked at David, boring into him, wanting to know 


why he had said what he'd said. 


"How can you love me?" Dave hissed, face set in a scowl. "How can you love me after all of this?" Dave 


gestured around himself to the small, hidden away house. 


David just gave a small, non-committed shrug. He didn't know how to reply. All he knew was, that in his heart 
of hearts, he still loved and adored Dave. He had never stopped, not even now, in the final hours of abuse. Even 
as the darkness had descended over him, through the last months of imprisonment and torture, the candle he 
carried for Dave had refused to go out. He'd tried, desperately tried, to hate Dave, but it wouldn't happen 
Instead, the little flame had burned brighter and hotter and he found himself reverting to the young man who 
had been so desperate to impress the redhead. 


The sobbing, broken Dave disappeared, to be replaced by the snarling monster that most people saw. A 
notepad, pen and cell phone were slammed on the table as Dave stood, towering over him. Now silent once 


more, David looked up at him, eyes filled with the innocence he knew Dave pined for. 


"You've got twenty-four hours," Dave said, gruffly, pushing the small pile towards him. "Write a list of the 
things you hate about me, call your family, a cab, what-fuckin'-ever and get the hell out of here." 


Then Dave was gone, the door, for once, not slamming and locking behind him. 
Looking down at the pile, David sat, aghast. Dave, always the victim, seemed to have not heard him. He'd 
proclaimed his undying love and Dave had just tossed it back in his face. Yet David still didn't feel unwanted. He 


wanted to, wanted to feel used and abused and thrown away, but he couldn't: 


Taking a deep breath, he began to summon up the anger and pain, the years of it that had laid dormant for so 
long, pulled the pad close and opened it. 


Why do | hate you? 


You took me when | was young and tore me apart. You turned me into a drug addict, got me hooked on heroin 


because it was the "cool" thing to do. 


You were abusive when | got clean because you were upset by your own failings. 


Sighing, David rested his head in his hands and stared at the words on the page. With the cell phone close, he 
now had an accurate indicator of time. It had taken him four painfully long hours to write those two 
statements. It was all he could think of. He was sure there were other, more heinous crimes but either he'd 
selectively forgotten them or couldn't bring himself to write down the pain. Others saw Dave in this light, he 
didn't. 


This had been his one chance to do it, to break away and throw everything back in Dave's face. To scream 
"FUCK YOU!" and go, never to see him again except as a moving image on TV. But he couldn't. Dave, for all the 
failings he, and others, saw in himself, had a shocking hold over him. The control, the beatings, the rapes - 
they meant nothing to David. It had gone on for years before that and, no doubt, would go on for years 
afterwards. Deep down, David knew that the guitarist used him as a way to relieve his own stress, to relieve 
the pain of a fan base who swung between loving and hating him, to relieve the tension of thinking that the one 
thing he'd been successful in, his marriage, was about to tear itself apart. David knew he didn't have to take it, 
knew that in any other circle it would be classed as abuse. But something in him, something in his very spirit, 
told him that this was part of his destiny. Not just to have been lucky enough to have played in such a 
popular band, but to be there to appease and comfort its frontman. People had asked him why he had stayed 
beside Dave while other band-members came and went and he could never think of a suitable answer. But now 


he could - Because its my destiny, 


Sitting back in the seat, David tugged at the loose shirt he wore, flinching slightly as it rubbed against the still 
healing and scabbed over wounds. It made him feel agitated, made him want to rush the next twenty hours and 
get them over with. For months, he'd been wondering why he was being held here. But now that he was being 
offered his freedom, David had no idea what to do. On one hand, he was desperate to get back to his family. 


Yet now there was a chance to repair everything that had happened before this moment. 


Leaning back against the table, he pulled the pad and cell phone close once more. He looked down at the phone, 
wondering whether to call his family. He needed to let them know he was alive, at the very least. He also knew 
that, once they knew, they would be out in force, hunting for him, wanting to take him back to a life that, as 
much as he loved it, he'd never felt entirely comfortable with. So he pushed the phone away; that was a chore 


that could wait for a little longer, at least until he had this sorted out. 


Picking up the pen once more, he began to write, words flowing onto the blank pages. 


woun 


Dawn broke, sunny and warm, as a tiny beeping noise forced David to open his eyes. Groaning, he pushed 
himself upright, realising that he'd fallen asleep at the table, surrounded by pieces of yellow legal pad. His neck 
cricked as he looked around for the sound of the beeping, carefully picking up the phone as he realised that it 
was that which was making the noise. An alarm, Dave had obviously set an alarm, to warn David of his 
impending arrival. Turning it off and placing it to one side, he looked at the pages that he'd written. Everything 
was in there; memories, lyrics, snippets of conversations and, most importantly, exactly how David felt. It had 
had to be written, there was no doubt about it because when would he get a chance like this again? When 


would he get the opportunity to sit before the almighty Mustaine and pour his heart out? Probably never. 


Getting to his feet, David wearily walked to the sink, filling a glass with water and leaning against the work- 
surface as he hungrily drank the sweet, chilled water. His ears pricked as he listened, catching the sound of 
tires against gravel and then, a moment later, Dave's booted feet walking towards the house. His heart 
pounded, mouth drying as he began to sweat just a little. Dave wouldn't expect him to be here, would have 
expected him to be long gore, leaving only a list of accusations and the memories of a friendship and love gone 


sour. 


The door swung open and Dave strode in, face twisted into its usual expression as he reached for the table, 
for the shopping list of pain and hurt that he expected to read. 


"Dave," David heard himself whisper and the tall man stopped, eyes snapping to where he was leaning. 
He watched as the redhead's mouth opened and then closed again, eyes filled with surprise and shock 
"You -" he began before he was silenced by a shake of David's head 


Pushing himself away from the counter, David slowly walked across the small space until he stood before the 
redhead, suddenly feeling as he had done before all of this mess. Like an equal, not like the expectant puppy, or 
unwilling slave. As someone who stood beside Dave through everything that was thrown at them. With a slight 
tremble, he reached out and let his hands run through Dave's hair, tugging him closer as the other tried to 
resist with a small whine. Again, he gave another shake of his head, watching as Dave's face filled with fear 
and concern. What was he scared of? That David would hit him? Beat him like he'd done? No, he wouldn't do 
that. David firmly lived his life by the rule of not repaying evil with evil, instead approaching it with love and 
tenderness. It was something he'd done with Dave for so many years and now, finally, it seemed to be working, 


the redhead finally giving in to everything David had ever, and would continue, giving him. 


"No," he whispered as he leaned closer, resting his forehead against Dave's as he looked into the quivering eyes 
before him. "I'm not leaving. Not now. Not ever. | left before because you wanted me to but | won't this time. 
This is where l'm meant to be, Dave. Here, with you, and if that means living the rest of my days in this litle 
ramshackle house, then so be it. Because that's why | was put on this planet, | know that now. It wasn't just to 
make music. It wasn't just to be in the greatest band on Earth. It was also to be here for you, no matter 
what that meant. Even if that meant you hitting me or hugging me, thats what l'm here for. You, and no one 


else.” 


"No." Dave's lower lip quivered, the threat of tears close as he pleaded, "David, no. Please. Don't do this. Just 


don't. Just go. Just hate me. Hate me like the others do." 


Tears came, not just from David but also from the man in his arms as he tried to struggle away. But, as with 


every time before this, David held him, whispered quiet, soothing words as Dave tried to escape. 


"Dave." His hand tightened in the thick waves of red hair as Dave mewled, desperately trying to free himself 
and failing as he was clutched to the brunette's chest. "Dave, listen to me. I'm here to prove to you that not 


everyone hates you in this world. That someone can love you, warts and all. Dave, there are so many people 
out there who love you. So very many people, yet you don't see them. You're blinkered by your past failures, 
failures you've never been able to let go of. Now it's time to drop the blinkers and look around you. Look at 
the people who do love you." Grasping Dave's chin, he gently tilted the other's face to his own, his own eyes 
shimmering with tears. "And you can start right here." 


Sobbing and coughing, Dave sagged in his arms, strong arms looped around David's neck as something swept 
over him. Carefully lowering him to the floor, David held him, clinging to him, stroking and petting him as he 
rocked, whispering and softly singing. Like a child, Dave folded himself against David, seemingly never wanting to 


let go as waves of emotion swept over them. 


"You w-were always the strong one and that's why | k-kept you here. B-Because you b-believe," he heard Dave 


whisper in between sobs. "You w-were always s-so strong for me. T-T-Thank you." 


EPILOGUE 
6 months later. 


Vines twisted from a terracotta pot, winding around a wooden post and up towards the roof. Beside it, another 
pot, this one filled with an array of brightly coloured flowers, all vying for attention Just above them, a swing 
seat creaked, David quietly pushing himself back and forth as he shifted the laptop from one knee to another. 
The house, the house that had been a prison, had been transformed into a little home. Warm colours and 
antique furniture jostled for space in the tiny building, photographs and artwork hung haphazardly on the walls. 


It had become his little summer home, his escape from when the world became too much. 


It had taken time, but finally, after much fighting and threats of divorce, their respective families had finally 
settled down, seeming to understand that, no matter what, the two Daves could never be separated. It had 
been a painful time for everyone, with many tears being shed and many harsh words being spoken But it was 


at an end now, David spending his weeks back in Arizona and weekends out at the tiny house with Dave. 


Granted, their relationship still had its volatile moments but that's what had always fused them together. Dave 
would panic, get stressed or upset and David, forever the quiet one, was there to pick up the pieces. It just 
wouldn't be the same without that element. 


A blast of the Beatles’ "Love Me Do" rang through the quiet, forest air and David rolled his eyes, huffing, yet 


smiling all the same, as he answered it. It could only be one person at the end of the phone. 


"Pasta?" he repeated, a frown furrowing his brow. "No, Dave. Its not dead It's like that before you cook it. Yes. 
You have to cook it, in boiling water, before you can eat it" Chuckling, he stretched his legs out in front of him 
and pressed the phone to his shoulder as he closed down the computer. His eyes flicked to the red SUV that 


sat outside the house. "Give me five minutes, okay. I'll come and give you a cookery lesson" 


Clicking the phone off, he pushed himself upright, laughing as he walked to the car, happy at last. 


~~~The End 


